THE    QUESTING    BEAST
alone for what I believe, it is pleasant to have sympathy from
one who also suffered in his day for his beliefs.
On January 21 st my father's Government was defeated,
and resigned; at which Ramsay Macdonald became Prime
Minister.
We returned to Oxfordshire from North Wales and I
settled down to correcting proofs and making poultry-farm-
ing pay. At that time our joint income was small, and as
we wished to make some extra money we took in lodgers,
though I believe they prefer to be called " paying guests."
This did well for a time, and as we could only afford a
cook and a man who helped us with the poultry and every-
thing else, I did some of the housework myself. At one
time we had four lodgers at once. Luckily, as the years
went by, the pen and a deceased cousin enabled us to live
at peace, without taking in strangers; for which I was
heartily thankful. Besides, the hens did well, and J.P.B.
was an expert at the job. I should not care now to go back
to 1924, for I do not believe in trying to be a politician, a
writer, a housemaid and a poultry-farmer all at the same
time. One or two of our lodgers were better at staying on
or disappearing suddenly than they were at paying; which
may be good fun for those who like lawsuits, but as I object
to such methods and prefer peace to war, we cut our
losses and hoped for reward in other spheres.
During the whole time, however, we managed to keep
open house to anyone that called, and the house and garden
have seen many different nationalities and members of all
classes of the social scale.
We tried breeding Alsatians, but there was something
wrong with the atmosphere, and the dogs did not seem
fond enough of each other to help us. We were forcer
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